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COLOPHON 

The  Toike  Oike  is  produced  using  three  bitchin’  PCs  and  a Mac. 
Often,  they  will  engage  in  pretentious  arguments  over  who  has 
I better  features  and  is  easier  to  use.  When  the  dust  settles,  the  result 
is  a veritable  “Odd  Couple"  of  cross-compatibility.  Sometimes,  it 
i looks  retarded. 

WHAT  HO? 

The  Toike  Oike  (pronounced  Toy-Kee-Oyk)  is  is  an  epic  space 
opera  franchise  initially  conceived  by  Tom  Parker.  The  first  issue 
1 in  the  franchise  was  originally  released  on  May  25, 1977.  by  20th 
Century  Skule,  and  became  a worldwide  pop  culture  phenomenon, 
spawning  two  immediate  sequels,  released  at  three-year  intervals. 

; Sixteen  years  after  the  release  of  the  trilogy’s  final  issue,  the  first 
in  a new  prequel  trilogy  of  issues  was  released,  again  released  at 
three-year  intervals,  with  the  final  issue  released  on  May  19, 2005. 

DISCLAIMER 

The  radical,  ultra  right-wing  opinions  expressed  in  this  newspaper 
reflect  those  of  the  Engineering  Society  and  the  University  of 
Toronto.  In  fact,  they  even  reflect  the  opinions  of  the  writers. 
NOT!  If  you  happen  to  find  any  of  the  material  within  these  pages 
offensive,  do  not  try  to  sue  us,  as  we  have  a crack  team  of  racially 
diverse  lawyers  ready  to  bring  tha  pain  and  give  out  mix  tapes. 
Sucka  MC’s  ain’t  shit. 


University  of  Toronto  Students’  Union 


EDITORIAL 


Hey  All, 

Welcome  to  the  epic  issue  that  is 
The  Toike  in  Space...  Space,  space, 
space....  space'! 

As  I am  sure  most  of  you  are  either 
finished  exams  or  in  the  process  of 
doing  so,  we  at  the  Toike  thought  that 
the  best  vacation  would  be  a trip  to  the 
outer  cosmos.  Hence,  the  “Toike  in 
Space"  issue  came  to  be.  In  this  issue, 
we  try  to  maintain  our  humorous  and 
cutting-edge  wit  while  keeping  to  the 
theme  of  space  travel  and  all  things 
beyond  our  atmosphere.  That’s  right, 
you  will  finally  be  able  to  experience 
puns,  off-colour  remarks  and  jokes 
about  the  male  genitalia  in  zero-g 
gravity. 

Alas,  though,  this  issue  is  more  than 
just  a normal  Toike  as  it  also  includes 
some  of  the  best  writing  the  Toike  has 
ever  seen.  I am,  of  course,  referring  to 
the  tome  that  is  the  “Space  Actually" 
article  on  page  5.  I know  that  most 
of  you  will  approach  this  article  with 
the  mentality  of  TLDNR  (for  those  of 


you  who  are  not  internet  savvy,  this 
stands  for  Too  Long  Did  Not  Read), 
and  I can  relate  to  this  attitude  as  I 
first  looked  at  it  with  the  mentality  of 
TLDNP  (Too  Long  Did  Not  Publish). 
But  this  is  a fantastic  article  about  the 
adventures  of  a captain  and  his  first 
mate  told  through  their  various  logs 
and  journal  entries.  It  is  honestly 
worth  a read  despite  it’s  intimidating 
length.  Also,  as  an  editorial  note,  the 
article  on  page  5 was  unfortunately 
edited  down  for  print,  but  if  you  want 
an  unabridged  copy  for  your  library, 
please  email  toike@skule.ca  and  I will 
send  you  a personal  email  with  the  full 
article. 

Beyond  epic  articles,  this  issue 
promises  to  be  as  humorous,  if  not 
more  so  than  past  issues  this  year. 
You  will  read  articles  about  the  proper 
use  of  chalkboards,  the  game  theory 
of  soggy-biscuit  (Yes,  you  too  can 
master  this  timeless  game)  as  well  as 
you  will  uncover  the  knowledge  that 
is  contained  in  “The  Engineer's  Guide 
to  the  Galaxy". 


So,  come  in  and  relax.  Take  your 
shoes  off  and  enjoy  this  epic  journey 
as  the  Toike  ventures  off  to  Space... 
Space,  space,  space...  space'. 


Sincerely, 

Yours  in  comedy, 

Tom  Parker 
Editor  in  Chief 

P.S.  I also  want  to  take  up  this 
otherwise  empty  space  in  the 
newspaper  to  plug  Movember. 
Movember  is  this  month  (obvious, 
by  the  name),  so  I want  to  put  forth 
a challenge  to  the  Toike  readers  to  all 
grow  some  mustaches  this  month.  It 
is  for  a great  cause  as  you  can  grow 
your  ‘mo  for  prostate  cancer.  Go  to 
ca.movember.com  to  register. 


'Repition  of  word  used  to  create  the 
effect  that  the  paper  is  larger  than  it 
actually  is 


— TKB  mnn  BBfflMB 


Dear  Editor: 

My  Flrosh  exam  answers 
were  in  last  month's  is- 
sue. Where  do  I claim 
my  prize  and  how  awesome 

is  this  prize? 


Sincerely, 

-Incredibly  funny  and 
popular  Flrosh. 

Dear  Flrosh, 

You  found  your  exam  answer  in 
the  last  issue?  / am  so  proud  of 
you;  you  are  now  eligible  for  the 
most  awesome  prize  at  Skide.  Yes, 
that  s right,  you  are  now  person- 
ally invited  to  come  write  for  the 
Toike  Oike.  Please  send  an  email 
to  Toike@skule.ca  to  find  out  how 
you  can  contribute  to  the  Toike. 
Alternatively,  feel  free  to  show 
up  to  the  next  meeting  where  we 
will  be  discussing  ideas  for  our 
next  issue.  This  meeting  will  be 


happening  on  November  20th,  and 
both  food  and  beverages  will  be 
provided. 

Cheers, 

Tom 

Tom, 

So,  there  is  no  physi- 
cal prize  involved  with 
being  included  in  last 
issue. 

-Same  Flrosh  as  before. 
Dear  Flrosh, 

Well,  beyond  the  prize  of  being 
allowed  to  write  for  the  prestigious 
Toike  Oike.  having  your  answers 
included  in  the  October  issue  also 
comes  with  the  coveted  prize  of  my 
love.  And  my  love  is  often  debated 
as  being  only  a physical  prize. 

-Tom 


Hello  Toike, 

I would  like  to  congrat- 
ulate you  on  a fantastic 
October  issue.  Keep  up 
the  good  work. 

Love  always, 

-Toike  editorial  Mom 

Dear  Mom, 

Thanks  mom  for  the  well-wishes. 

I am  glad  I hired  you.  but  as  you 
know  everything  the  Toike  does  is 
filled  with  awesome  and  the  fan- 
tastic issues  will  keep  on  coming 
as  long  as  there  are  people  to  read 
them. 

Talk  to  you  later, 

Tom 


Are  you  filled  with  awesome?  Do  you  wish  you  could  take 
that  awesome  and  expose  it  to  the  world? 

THEN,  WRITE  FOR 
THE  TOIKE  OIKE 


Next  Meeting:  November  25,  2009  at  6:30PM 
in  the  Sanford  Fleming  Atrium 

Refreshments  will  be  provided  for  participation  and  good  ideas 
so  come  prepared! 

Questions?  Letters?  Canned  Items?  Email  toike@skule.ca 
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Space  News  Briefs 

Comet  to  Impact  Earth, 
Population  Nonplussed 

Washington  (AP)  - Recent  observations 
of  the  night  sky  have  located  a comet 
whose  orbit  will  cross  that  of  the 
Earth.  Astronomers  say  that  it  will 
impact  Earth  in  two  weeks,  causing 
unimaginable  destruction,  and  perhaps 
even  the  extinction  of  mankind. 

The  reaction  from  the  majority  of  the 
population  has  been  indifference.  "Oh 
come  on,  it's  a comet,”  commented  one 
passerby,  “It’ll  melt  when  it  hits  the 
atmosphere.  This  is  no  big  deal.” 

Others  have  been  blaming  it  on  recent 
events.  “It  probably  came  by  because 
we  have  a black  president,"  has  been  a 
common  response. 

Perhaps  the  attitude  can  best  be 
summed  up  by  President  Franklin 
Roosevelt's  famous  quote:  "The  only 
thing  we  have  to  fear  is  fear  itself  and 
asteroids." 

AlexShenkin 

Asteroid  to  Impact  Earth,  Holy 
Shit! 

Washington  (AP)  - Recent  observations 
of  the  night  sky  have  located  an  asteroid 
whose  orbit  will  cross  that  of  the  Earth. 
Astronomers  say  that  it  will  impact 
Earth  in  one  week,  wiping  out  mankind, 
as  well  as  everything  else. 
Demonstrating  the  indomitable 
human  spirit,  NASA  has  prepared  the 
USS  Triangle  for  its  first  mission.  The 
spacecraft,  carrying  a single  pilot/ 
gunner,  will  fly  to  the  asteroid  - aptly 
named  2009:4AL76  - and  attempt  to 
destroy  it. 

“The  gun  on  board  isn’t  powerful  enough 
to  destroy  the  asteroid  outright,”  said 
NASA  spokesman  George  Diller,  “but 
rather  will  break  it  into  smaller  pieces 
that  can  be  subsequently  vaporized.” 
This  wasn't,  however,  the  initial  plan. 
“Originally  we  were  going  to  send  up 
two  shuttles  to  drill  into  the  asteroid 
and  plant  a nuclear  bomb,"  commented 
Diller,  “but  we  scrapped  that  plan  when 
we  found  out  that  Bruce  Willis  is  just  an 
actor." 

All  humanity  now  waits  with  baited 
breath  as  we  wish  good  luck  and 
Godspeed  to  the  brave  crewman  of  the 
USS  Triangle. 

AlexShenkin 


Galaxy  Gun  Completed  and 
Ready  for  Test 

Rigel  VII  (AP  - in  spaaaace ) After 

seven  years,  the  announcement  of 
the  completion  of  the  Galaxy  Gun  has 
been  made.  Constructed  by  the  Human 
Empire,  this  new  weapon  possesses  an 
almost  unimaginable  firepower  - the 
ability  to  destroy  galaxies. 

Scientists  working  on  the  project 
stated  that  it  worked  “on  complicated 
scientific  principles  which,  in  the  past, 
would  make  absolutely  no  sense  and 
sound  made  up." 

Many  have  criticized  the  weapon,  saying 
that  since  other  galaxies  are  so  far  away 
that  travel  to  them  is  impossible,  the 
weapon  can  only  be  used  to  blow  up 
the  galaxy  we  are  in.  This,  in  turn,  they 
say  is  pointless  since  firing  the  weapon 
would  just  wipe  oneself  out  - unlike 
a weapon  that  can  destroy  planets  or 
solar  systems,  there  is  nowhere  to  hide 
from  this  kind  of  destruction. 

When  asked  why  build  such  a weapon, 
a spokesman  for  the  Human  Empire 
commented,  “That’s  what  we  do." 

AlexShenkin 


What  Really  Pisses  Me  Off 

Part  II 


“Hello  again"  to  the  readers  who 
read  this  column  last  month,  and 
welcome  to  those  of  you  who  arc 
reading  this  for  the  first  time.  For 
those  of  you  who  didn't  like  what  I 
wrote  last  month,  you’re  now  one  of 
those  things  that  really  piss  me  off. 
Deal  with  it. 

Now,  for  this  month's  volume,  I've 
decided  that  I’m  going  to  write— 
among  other  things— about  how 
much  I hate  when  professors  don't 
use  their  blackboards  properly. 
Before  I start  my  little  rant,  let  me 
just  preface  it  by  saying  that  for 
the  most  part,  professors  are  great. 
They’re  awesome  at  what  they  do, 
and  they  usually  teach  us  enough 
to  pass  our  courses.  So,  this  is  by 
no  means  a big  fuck  you  to  profs 
in  general;  it  is,  rather,  a big  fuck 
you  to  the  annoying  shit  that  they 
sometimes  tend  to  do. 

And  now,  on  to  the  main  event: 

You’ve  all  experienced  this:  you 
come  in  late  to  class  because  you 
slept  in/didu't  feel  like  waking  up/ 
were  hungover/needed  to  have  a 
quickie  with  your  bf/gf/self.  You 
sit  down,  look  at  the  boards,  and 
there  are  three  full  ones  that  don't 
seem  to  have  any  logical  order.  You 
turn  to  the  person  next  to  you  and 
ask,  “Hey,  do  you  have  any  idea 
which  board  he/she  started  with?" 
The  person  says,  “Fuck  no”  you 
sigh  and  say  “Fuck  my  life”,  and 
you  and  everyone  else  in  the  class 
(minus  the  keeners.  of  course)  ends 
up  having  a hell  of  a time  trying 
to  figure  out  what  the  hell  is  going 
on,  and  since  you're  much  too 
lazy  to  look  through  the  textbook 
afterwards,  you  spend  io  hours 
studying  for  an  "easy"  midterm  but 
bomb  it  anyways. 

Whose  fault  is  this?  Yours  for  being 
a lazy  shmuck?  Of  course  not!  It’s 
the  effing  profs  fault,  because  he/ 
she  can’t  write  his/her  shit  on  the 
board  in  a logical  concise  fashion! 
Almost  all  of  my  professors  this 
year  decide  to  start  by  writing  on 
the  bottom-left  board,  then  move 
to  the  top  middle  board,  then  to 
the  bottom  middle,  then  to  the  top 
left,  then  the  bottom  right,  then 
one  of  those  shitty  boards  right  at 
the  back  that  doesn't  move  up  and 
down,  then  they  erase  that  one, 


point  an  arrow  from  one  of  the 
boards  to  another  one  that’s  as  far 
away  as  possible,  then  they  move 
that  board  it  was  pointing  to  the 
top,  start  writing  on  the  one  that 
the  arrow’s  now  pointing  to  and 
then  put  a chart  on  three  different 
boards  that  have  nothing  to  do  with 
one  another.  What.  The.  Fuck. 

How  hard  is  it  to  just  use  the  boards 
in  order??  Start  with  the  left  and 
move  to  the  right.  Write  on  the  two 
leftmost  boards,  slide  one  up  and 
leave  one  down,  then  work  your  way 
to  the  right  in  the  exact  same  way. 
FORGET  ABOUT  THE  BOTTOM 
NON-MOVABLE  BOARDS!  They 
fucking  suck!  Relax!  You  have  6 
other  fucking  boards!  You  do  not 
and  will  not  ever  need  those  extra 
3 unless  you’re  hiding  a secret 
message  to  someone  or  something. 
I mean,  you  can't  slide  them  up 
so  that  we  can  see  them,  and  half 
of  their  area  can’t  even  be  seen 
because  it’s  in  a fucking  shadow! 
And  don’t  even  get  me  started  on 
that  fucking  shadow.  Why  is  it  that 
profs  decide  (even  though  we’ve 
raised  our  hands  and  told  them 
NUMEROUS  times  not  to)  to  write 
there?  Oh,  and  why  is  it  always 
some  really  important  formula  or 
some  really  important  number  that 
they  strategically  choose  to  write  in 
that  shadowed  fucking  abyss? 

Is  it  because  it’s  darker  and  looks 
cleaner  or  something?  Because  if  it 
is,  I know  the  feeling  of  satisfaction 
and  self-worth  that  comes  from 
being  the  first  footprint  in  a fresh 
field  of  snow  or  being  the  first 
person  to  pee  in  a toilet  that  still  has 
the  blue  cleaning  stuff  in  it  because 
it's  literally  just  been  cleaned.  I 
know!  I can  sympathize,  but  I do 
not  give  a shit  when  it  comes  to 
me  trying  to  squint  harder  than  I 
ever  have  in  my  life,  because  I can’t 
see  what’s  in  that  fucking  shadow, 
and  I’m  not  enough  of  a dick  to 
interrupt  the  flow  of  the  lecture  just 
because  I can't  see  something. 

Seriously  though,  is  this  whole  thing 
some  sick  joke  that  the  professors 
are  playing  on  us?  Did  they  make  a 
point  system  for  how  much  they  can 
fuck  us  over  during  lecture  so  they 
can  sit  around  and  talk  it  over  and 
brag  about  it  afterwards?  If  that’s 


the  case,  then  I'm  cool  with  that,  I 
guess.  If  I were  a prof.  I'd  probably 
do  the  same  thing.  So  if  that's  the 
reason,  then  I wouldn't  be  mad.  but 
they  could  at  least  tell  us  about  it. 
Or  just  tell  me,  so  I can  laugh  about 
it  and  share  in  their  deliciously 
twisted  game  of  schadenfreude. 

Anyways,  I'll  end  off  on  a lighter 
note:  my  plans  for  this  weekend. 
You  don’t  want  to  know?  Too  bad. 
I’m  writing  them  down  anyway. 

What  I’m  going  to  do  this  weekend 
is  sit  around  on  my  couch  in  nothing 
but  my  underwear,  watch  reruns  of 
Danger  Bay,  shovel  a few  cartons 
of  Fig  Newtons  down  my  gullet, 
and  work  on  growing  my  ' 'stache. 
That's  about  it.  I thought  you 
might  like  to  know.  Oh,  and  while 
I'm  at  it,  I might  as  well  tell  you 
my  Fig  Newton  eating  technique  I 
pioneered  back  in  the  early  go’s: 

The  Newton  striptease:  It  consists 
of  slowly  removing  the  cookie 
covering  from  the  fig  filling  starting 
with  the  thin  sides,  working  one’s 
way  to  the  flat  backside,  then 
finishing  with  the  curved  front  part. 
One  must  be  very  careful  to  not 
scrape  away  any  of  the  filling  with 
the  cookie,  but  the  most  important 
part  is  getting  absolutely  all  of  the 
cookie.  Nothing  interrupts  the 
sheer  bliss  of  that  soft,  slightly 
gummy  filling  of  a fig  newton  like 
the  powdery,  crumbly  bit  of  the 
cookie. 

Oh,  you  didn’t  want  to  know  that 
either?  Meh.  1 can't  honestly 
say  that  I care.  Come  write  some 
articles  for  the  Toike  that  are 
better  than  this  one,  and  maybe 
you’ll  have  a chance  of  kicking  this 
column  out. 

Hubert  VonTliftermeyer 


An  Open  Letter  to  Halley’s  Comet 


Dear  Halley's  Comet, 

Where  do  you  get  off? 

Oh  that’s  right,  somewhere  at  the 
other  side  of  Neptune.  So  you’ve 
got  better  things  to  do  than  grace  us 
with  your  presence?  That’s  cool.  In 
2061,  I'll  find  something  better  to 
do  than  stand  around  in  the  fucking 
cold  waiting  for  your  selfish  comet 
ass  to  coast  on  by.  Want  to  know 
why  you  won't  be  seeing  my  frozen 
ass?  I’ll  tell  you. 

Remember  that  episode  of 
“Hey  Arnold”  where  Arnold's 
grandfather  gets  to  see  you  twice 
in  his  life?  I do.  I thought  that 
was  us,  dude!  I feel  so  betrayed. 
See,  until  I researched  you  last 
year,  I was  under  the  impression 


that  I had  already  seen  Haley's 
comet  (circa.  1994).  According  to 
Wikipedia,  "Halley's  Comet  last 
appeared  in  the  inner  Solar  System 
in  1986,  and  will  next  appear  in 
mid-2061".  1986?  What  fresh  hell 
is  this?  Well,  I don't  have  to  tell  you 
about  the  ensuing  fit  of  nosebleeds 
and  bedwetting,  as  well  as  the 
vandalism  to  the  local  planetarium 
(which  got  me  fired  from  my  job  at 
the  local  planetarium).  But  I didn't 
care.  Those  misguided  children 
deserved  to  know  the  truth  - truth 
in  the  form  of  phalluses  added  to 
the  majority  of  the  constellations 
and  a tearful  improvised  lecture  on 
the  fickle  nature  of  balls  of  ice. 

If  I even  make  it  to  2061,  I'll  be  a 
bored  74-year-old  old  lady  with 


nothing  better  to  do  than  stare  at 
the  sky.  And  don’t  forget.  I'll  also 
have  to  deal  with  the  smug  80-year- 
olds  who  are  seeing  it  for  the  second 
time.  They’ll  be  all,  “Oooh,  Halley’s 
comet  was  much  better  last  time 
around,  oh  yes  indeedy"  and  I'll 
be  too  frail  and  sleepy  to  slap  their 
dentures  out. 

Are  you  happy  you  cause  all  this 
angst?  I bet  you  get  off  on  it,  you 
pervert.  Well,  screw  you.  I'm  going 
to  be  around  in  2061,  but  not  for 
you.  I'm  going  to  gather  my  bastard 
children  and  tell  them  what  you 
did.  And  when  you  come  around 
next  time,  we're  all  going  to  blink. 

Anumda  Bell 


BEER -WINGS -P001- JAVA 
SPORTS  •JUKEBOX- SPIRITS 
EVENTS -OPEN  STAGE -GAMES 


Serving  up  a good  time 
Every  time  since  9T6! 

Weekly  Events: 

Man  vs.  Martini 
MONDAYS 


Toonie  TUESDAY 


Open  Mike 


Good  tunes,  good  variety, 
hilarious  host  and  free  stutf@9pm 

Thirsty  THURSDAY 

(Pilcher  Special) 

BURP!  FRIDAY 

IBig  Ugly  Rockin' Partyl  j 

Live  Music  SATURDAY  | 

The  best  acts  It om  our  open  mike 
lake  the  stage®  9pm 

Free  Pool  & Comedy  ' 
SUNDAY 

Toronto's  funniest  people  take 
the  stage  @8pm! 

All  Day  Breakfast  and 
Canadian  Tire  Money 
at  par  every  weekend! 

Games  Room  with 
plasma 

(available  for  groups] 
Free  wireless  internet 


it'll  all  end  in  biers... 


229  COLLEGE  STREET 
416/59-STEIN 
WWW.EIN-STEIN.CA 
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How  I Learned  to  Stop  Worrying  and 
Love  Clones 


There  are  a lot  of  concerns  with 
respect  to  human  cloning.  Some 
people  say  it  would  be  “unethical"  or 
"playing  god",  well  I say  that  instead 
of  troubling  ourselves  with  these 
problems,  we  should  just  go  for  it 
for  2 main  reasons.  First  reason  is 
improved  resource  acquisition  by 
being  able  to  send  clones  on  80  year 
space  missions  to  far  off  planeLs,  the 
second  is  for  improved  game  show 
potential.  I mean  really,  how  can  Tom 
Parker  have  been  murdered  on  an 
episode  of  Shotgun  Jeopardy  when 
he  is  standing  right  here  perfectly  safe 
and  unharmed?  Furthermore,  how 
the  hell  can  you  charge  a robot  with 
murder?  Its  a machine,  it  has  no  sense 
of  right  or  wrong  it  just  does  what  it 
is  programmed  to  do  RoboTrebec  has 


no  patience  for  idiots  on  his  show.  All 
this  amusement  with  only  dubious 
moral  concerns!  The  mountain 
climber  game  on  The  Price  Is  Right 
would  result  in  either  a tremendous 
fall  for  the  unfortunate  individual,  or 
as  in  them  freezing  to  death  on  top  of  a 
mountain.  Survivor  finally  can  be  true 
to  its  name,  Wheel  of  Misfortune  will 
be  a smash  hit!  My  personal  favourite 
is  the  reworking  of  the  “Who  wants  to 
be  a millionaire?"  into  “Who  doesn't 
want  to  be  a corpse?”  Silly  corpses, 
they  get  killed  even  if  they  win,  there 
can't  be  TWO  Schwarzenggers  walking 
around. 

Troy  Costanza 


Why  We  Should  All  Chill  Out  and 
Accept  The  Authority  of  Our  Alien 
Overlords 


With  the  impending  threat  of  alien 
invasion,  we  should  really  step  back 
and  consider  what  our  lives  would  be 
like  in  a post-alien  invasion  world. 
Right  now  we  pollute,  fight,  and 
bitch  each  other  out  to  no  end,  1 for 
one  think  that  an  alien  species  that 
mastered  interstellar  travel,  overcame 
all  our  nuclear  missiles,  fighter  jets, 
ground  tovecs,  vQ\wVy  sticks  ait  vjVi'vic 
preventing  Will  Smith  and  Jeff 
Goldbloom  from  uploading  a virus  to 
their  system,  they  would  be  far  more 


qualified  to  run  our  planet  than  we  are. 
On  the  flipside  if  we  manage  to  master 
space  travel,  overcome  alien  missiles, 
fighteijets,  ground  forces,  tentacles 
and  pointy  stick  1 think  that  we  get  to 
make  their  decisions  for  them.  That 
is  unless  alien  Will  smith  and  Jeff 
Goldbloom  fuck  us. 

Troy  Costanza 


Drinking  Games  in  Space 


Space.  It's  the  final  frontier,  but 
what  fun  is  a frontier  if  you  can't  get 
terribly,  disgustingly,  stinking  drunk 
at  it.  (I’m  not  sure  if  one  drinks  at 
in  or  on  or  near  or  with  a frontier... 
If  you  know  the  answer,  send  me  an 
email  at  toike@skule.ca.  I'm  actually 
curious.)  Now  to  get  yourself  nice 
and  space-cnmked,  what  you'll  need 
is  a good  space  drinking  game  to 
trick  yourself  into  chugging  those 
space  gallons  (or  space  litres  if  you're 
picky)  of  alcohol  that  you’re  too 
much  of  a space  pussy  to  space  drink 
by  your  space  self.  As  usual,  your 
friendly  neighbourhood  Toike  Oike 
is  here  to  lend  a helping  space  hand 
with  a few  space  drinking  games  to 
help  you  get  your  space  drank  {space 
sic}  on: 

1.  Space  beer  pong:  put  your  Capri 
Sun/Koolaid  Jammers  -type  beer 
packs  so  that  they're  floating  in  the 
air  in  some  sort  of  fun  formation  (you 
can  make  it  so  that  they're  spinning 
or  rotating  if  you  like  that  kind  of 
thing).  The  opposing  player  has  to 
float  their  space  ping  pong  ball  in  the 
air,  and  blow  a spurt  of  air  at  it  to  jet 
it  in  the  direction  of  the  beerpacks.  If 
one  of  them  is  hit  by  the  ball,  as  in 
regular  beerpong,  the  player  must 
immediately  down  the  hit  beer. 

2.  Space  beer  funnel:  pour,  or  urn... 
place,  or  um...  squeeze(?)  the  beer 
into  the  funnel.  Wait  for  the  foam 


to  settle,  then  suck  the  beer  out  like 
a straw.  In  space  this  is  more  of 
a challenge,  I guess,  than  at  a frat 
party.  Instead  of  pushing  the  beer 
down  your  throat  quickly,  it's  more 
of  a test  of  who  can  make  better 
head,  (get  it?  Head!?  As  in  pressure! 
Hahahahahaha.  Ah,  well  fuck  you 
if  you  don't  think  puns  like  that  are 
funny.  I laughed) 

As  a secondary  option,  you  could 
hook  the  non-drinking  end  of  the 
funnel  up  to  one  of  your  air  canisters 
to  pressurize  it  and  force  it  down  your 
gullet.  It’s  a little  more  dangerous, 
though,  so  don't  blame  us  if  you  die 
or  get  the  bends  or  something. 

3.  Perpetual  flipcup:  this  works  kind 
of  like  regular  flipcup,  in  that  there 
are  two  teams  that  have  to  drink  beer 
in  a relay  race,  but  instead  of  having 
to  flip  a cup  after  drinking,  they 
start  their  beerpack  into  a perpetual 
flipping  motion  and  once  they  stop 
touching  their  pack,  the  next  person 
can  drink.  Once  everyone  has 
finished  their  beer,  both  teams  must 
wait  for  the  beer  packs  to  either  stop 
spinning  or  hit  something.  Once  a 
pack  stops  or  hits  something,  that 
pack’s  team  has  to  drink  another 
beer. 

Upon  closer  inspection,  I think  this 
game  would  probably  be  best  with 
another  space  drinking  game  to  play 
while  waiting  for  the  beerpacks  to 
stop  or  hit  something. 


4.  Hoverkings:  This  game  is  played 
exactly  as  the  regular  kings  game: 
cards  are  flipped,  and  each  of  the 
cards  has  a certain  rule  or  activity 
assigned  to  it.  The  one  difference 
is  instead  of  stacking  the  flipped 
cards  on  a “king’s  cup",  a beer  pnck 
is  floated  in  the  middle  of  the  playing 
area,  and  the  2 jokers  are  floated 
in  the  air  above  it.  As  the  game 
progresses,  the  players  must  slide 
the  used  cards  between  the  starter 
cards,  while  making  sure  they  keep 
the  other  cards  in  place.  If  a player 
makes  the  mistake  of  sending  the 
pile  of  cards  careening  into  an 
obstacle  of  some  sort,  or  makes  the 
pile  break  apart,  they  must  finish 
their  own  drink  and  drink  the  king’s 
space  beerpack. 

As  an  aside,  if  any  player  of  any  of 
these  games  throws  up  or  “blows 
chunks"  whilst  playing,  this  action 
will  be  known  as  Halley's  Vomit, 
and  the  perpetrator  of  this  action 
is  thereby  required  to  follow  their 
“vomit  comet”  and  allow  it  to  hit 
them  in  the  face  to  ensure  that  no 
space  instruments  need  to  be  cleaned 
afterwards. 

So  there  you  have  it,  space-Toike 
readers.  Have  space  fun,  get  space- 
shitfaced, and  space  drink  space 
responsibly. 

Hubert  VonThftermeyer 


Up  for  a Little  Game  Theory, 
Anyone? 


Up  for  a Little  Game  Theory, 
Anyone? 

We  spend  all  day  in  class  learning 
theory,  thinking  to  ourselves,  “But 
when  will  I ever  use  this  in  real  life?" 
Well,  I thought  I would  provide 
you  with  an  example  of  something 
covered  in  lecture  applied  to  a real- 
life  situation.  The  theory  here  will  be 
game  theory  and  the  application  will 
be  - what  else  - soggy  biscuit  (soggy 
cookie  for  you  Yanks). 

For  those  of  you  who  have  never 
heard  of  this  (which  I can  only  hope 
is  all  of  you),  I will  explain  the  game 
briefly:  a circle  of  guys  stands  around 
a cookie  and  each  man  attempts  to 
masturbate  all  over  it  as  furiously 
as  possible.  The  last  one  to  ejaculate 
must  eat  the  cookie.  Sounds  like  fun, 
right? 

Now  we  will  look  at  the  analysis.  We 
will  ignore  the  trivial  case  of  only  one 
person  playing,  as  then  it  is  just  a guy 
eating  a cookie.  First  we  will  assign 
weights  to  all  activities  - desired 
outcomes  have  positive  weights  and 
undesired  outcomes  have  negative 
weights. 

• For  masturbating  in  front  of  a 
group  of  other  men,  the  heterosexual 
weight  is  -20,  while  the  homosexual 
weight  is  +10.  Since  the  makeup 
of  a group  playing  this  cannot 
be  predetermined,  we  take  the 
average  based  on  the  prevalence 
of  homosexuals  among  the  general 
population.  Therefore  the  weight 
comes  out  to  -5. 

• Being  a 'Speedy  Gonzales' (a  quick 
ejaculator)  is  frowned  upon  in  our 
society  and  receives  a weight  of  -5. 


• Being  a slow  ejaculator  is 
considered  a positive  attribute  and 
receives  a weight  of  +5. 

• Having  to  eat  the  cookie,  -co.  (Yes, 
I have  consulted  homosexuals  on 
this.) 

We  can  now  construct  a table  of 
outcomes  to  find  the  optimum  one 
for  each  player: 


Quick 

Slow 

Not  Last 

-10 

0 

Last 

- 

It  can  be  seen  that  the  optimum 
outcome  is  to  be  a slow  ejaculator 
who  does  not  come  last.  However, 
it  turns  out  that  this  outcome  is 
almost  impossible  to  achieve.  During 
normal  intercourse  (or,  really,  any 
other  activity  that  leads  to  orgasm), 
nervousness  decreases  linearly  as 
a function  of  time.  During  soggy 
biscuit,  nervousness  increases 
exponentially  as  a function  of  time. 
Hence,  the  longer  one  lasts,  the  more 
nervous  one  gets  and  the  harder 
it  is  for  one  to  ejaculate.  Once  this 
person  realizes  there  is  a very  real 
chance  he  will  have  to  eat  the  cookie, 
nervousness  spikes  instantaneously 
to  near-infinite  levels.  Therefore, 
this  quadrant  of  the  table  can 
be  discounted  as  statistically 
insignificant. 

From  this  point  on,  things  start  going 
downhill.  The  quick  ejaculators  feel 
shame  at  their  low  stamina,  while 
the  last  person  to  finish  has  to  deal 
with  the  only  outcome  in  all  of  game 


theory  that  has  a weight  of  negative 
infinity. 

In  conclusion,  we  can  see  that  not 
only  should  soggy  biscuit  never  have 
seen  a single  game,  it  should  never 
have  been  invented  in  the  first  place. 
Actually,  how  was  it  invented  in  the 
first  place?  I can  imagine  it: 

“Hey  guys,  you  want  to  all  stand 
around  in  a circle  and  masturbate  on 
this  cookie,  and  the  last  guy  to  blow 
his  load  has  to  eat  it?" 

“No." 

“No.” 

“No!" 

“Huh?  You're  nuts.” 

“No.” 

“What  the  FUCK?!” 

“NO!” 

“No." 

“Hey,  I thought  I was  the  only  one 
that  did  that." 

So  there  you  have  it,  something 
theoretical  (game  theory)  put  to 
use  for  something  practical  (soggy 
biscuit).  Of  course,  'practical'  here 
means  ‘real  life’,  not  'sensible'. 

AlexShenkin 
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Space,  Actually 


Captain's  Log 

Jan.  1,  the  future:  Received  my  inaugural 
command  today  - the  battlecruiser  Perseus. 
Ceremony  took  place  on  land,  but  the  ship  wasn't 
there,  wonder  why?  Will  board  it  tomorrow. 

Jan.  5:  Orders  received  to  proceed  to  the  garrison 
at  Rockfall.  Ordered  the  pilot  to  take  us  to  the 
jump  point  at  top  speed  and  he  had  the  gall  to 
question  me.  I should  write  him  up  for  this. 

Jan  6:  Reached  the  jump  point  and  went  through. 
It  should  be  another  two  days  to  Rockfall  - 
record  time,  might  I add.  Keynes  seemed  less 
than  impressed  - he  was  probably  one  of  those 
total  badass  pilots  back  in  his  day,  so  this  was 

probably  nothing  for  him. 

Jan.  21:  After  2 weeks  of  boredom,  we  finally  got 
some  action!  Looks  like  there’s  trouble  out  on 
Minerva  and  we’re  being  sent  to  investigate.  At 
Keynes  request,  proceeded  to  the  jump  point  at 
one  G. 


Jan.  25:  Arrived  at  Minerva.  They  don’t  seem  to 
want  to  talk  to  us.  Fleet  Admiral  Jacobson  put 
everyone  on  battle  stations,  so  it  looks  pretty 
tense. 

Reviewed  armaments  on  board:  18  laser  banks 
and  40,000  nuclear  warheads.  Let’s  kick  ass! 
Jan.  31:  Now  we’re  talkin’!  Jacobson  has  ordered 
us  to  lay  siege  to  the  planet.  We'll  starve  those 
bastards  into  surrender.  God,  I love  my  job. 

Feb.  1:  Keynes  has  this  funny  notion  that  you 
can't  lay  siege  to  a planet.  Something  about 
‘unlimited  resources'. 

Feb.  22:  Still  laying  siege... 

Feb.  30  (it’s  the  future,  remember?):  We  have 
a runner!  Light  cruiser  off  the  planet.  First 
words  out  of  Keynes  mouth  were  “block  all 
communications." 

Geez,  how  paranoid  can  you  get?  Ordered  pilot 

to  give  chase. 

Mar.  2:  We're  catching  up  to  those  suckers,  time 
to  bust  a cap  in  their  ass.  And  by  cap  I mean  atom 
bomb. 

Mar.  3:  So  Keynes  informs  me  there’s  a lower 
limit  to  the  range  of  our  nuclear  arsenal  - 
something  about  'we'll  blow  ourselves  up  too’ 
or  stupid  stuff  like  that.  Tried  to  explain  to  him 
that  we’re  in  space  so  when  another  spaceship 
explodes  near  us  we're  okay. 

Mar.  5:  What’s  the  matter  with  Keynes?! 

First  it's  “Lasers  try  to  overwhelm  their  systems 
by  delivering  huge  amounts  of  energy.  They  don’t 
just  magically  cut  through  everything  or  blow 
stuff  up!”  Then  it’s  “We’ve  been  accelerating  for 
five  days,  we  can't  just  turn  the  ship  around  - 
that  would  kill  everyone  on  board.”  I really  hate 

that  man  sometimes. 

Mar.  6:  Had  a meeting  with  Keynes  and  some 
nerds  on  board.  They  say  our  first  chance  to 
finish  off  the  rebel  ship  is  six  weeks  from  now. 

I must  say,  this  isn't  how  I imagined  space 
combat. 


Apr.  14:  Just  been  relaxing  over  the  last  she  weeks 

Apr.  15:  Closed  in  on  them  after  six  weeks  of 
waiting.  Those  morons  didn’t  even  try  to  run 
away.  Blew  them  up  with  a motherfucking  atom 
bomb!  BOOM! 

Apr.  16:  My  eyes  really  hurt.  Went  to  see  the 
doctor  and  he  says  I have  to  spend  the  next  week 
in  bed. 


Apr.  19:  Back  at  Minerva,  ready  to  starve  those 

bastards  on  the  planet  below  us. 

May  2:  Siege.  Siege.  Siege.  We  haven't  received  a 
single  communication  from  Minerva  yet.  They're 
probably  too  weak  to  talk  by  now. 


May  10:  Keynes  came  to  see  me  today.  Says  we're 
running  low  on  food  and  water. 

Hello?  Why  would  we  need  food  and  water 

delivered  to  us,  we're  on  a spaceship! 

May  14:  Let  me  say  1 am  a fine  captain.  Some 
rebel  ship  tried  to  pull  a sneak  attack  on  us  today. 
They  went  all  out  - disguised  themselves  as  a 
friendly  ship,  used  our  communications  codes, 
even  stole  some  uniforms  from  our  men.  Tried 


to  pull  up  to  our  airlock,  no  doubt  to  board  us. 

I give  the  order  to  fire  and  the  gunner  questions 
me,  the  bastard!  I relieved  him  of  his  duties  and 
blew  those  rebels  out  of  the  sky  (or  is  it  out  of 
space?)  myself.  Threw  that  cowardly  gunner  into 

the  brig. 

May  15:  Keynes  is  super  pissed  about  something. 
I asked  him  what's  the  matter  and  what  does  he 
do?  He  screams  and  punches  a bulkhead.  Looks 
like  the  stress  of  command  is  catching  up  to  him. 

May  18:  Everyone  seems  to  be  complaining 
about  a sore  stomach.  Must  be  something  going 
around. 


May  20:  While  on  my  way  to  the  bridge,  I felt  a 
sharp  blow  to  the  back  of  my  head.  I woke  up  in 
the  infirmary  and  was  told  a bulkhead  panel  fell 
on  me. 

May  21:  Went  to  talk  to  maintenance  and  guess 
who’s  there?  That’s  right,  Keynes.  He  needs  to 
learn  how  not  to  micromanage. 

May  30:  Secret  meeting  with  Earth  command 
- only  Keynes  and  I were  present.  It  was  some 
terrible  news,  I’m  afraid.  Had  to  use  his  private 
comm,  link  with  Earth  command.  I should  get 

myself  one  of  those.  

May  31:  Now  we’re  talkin'!  Actually  this  time,  not 
like  my  entry  of  Jan.  31.  We  got  the  go  ahead  for 
a ground  invasion  of  the  planet.  Should  it  remain 
in  enemy  hands,  our  orders  are  to  nuke  it  till 
there's  nothing  left. 

So  confident  am  I in  our  overwhelming  might, 
that  I will  take  a nap  for  an  entire  day. 


June  1:  Zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz 
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June  2:  Woke  up,  refreshed.  Turns  out  I fell 
asleep  holding  down  the  *z'  key  on  my  log. 

June  3:  Did  something  happen  while  I was 
asleep?  Everyone  is  nervous  and  Keynes  looks 
like  he's  ready  to  explode.  I didn’t  know  my 
presence  was  so  important  for  morale. 


June  5:  They  shot  us!  There  was  a rebel  ship 
behind  us  and  those  bastards  shot  us.  Not 
a scratch,  though  you  wouldn’t  know  if  you 
listened  to  Keynes: 

“They  shot  the  back  of  our  ship,  we’re  at  the 
front.  The  ship  is  three  kilometres  long.  Of 
course  we  didn't  feel  it  up  here.  All  engines  are 
non-functional  and  the  Perseus  is  spinning 
about  three  axes.” 

Uh,  hello,  how  about  “Return  fire”? 

June  6:  Keynes  is  holding  a giant  nerd  meeting 
without  me.  Hahaha,  I’m  not  surprised,  eggheads 
like  each  others’  company,  I guess. 

I think  I set  the  record  today  for  most  number 
of  times  saying  “Turn  that  frown  upside  down.” 


June  7:  They're  preparing  the  shuttles  for 
something.  I asked  Keynes  and  he  wouldn’t 
say,  that  sly  fox.  My  guess  is  a surprise  raid  to 
commandeer  a rebel  ship,  fly  it  to  us,  scavenge 
parts  from  it  to  repair  ourselves  and  fly  away. 

I mean,  that’s  what  I would  do.  That’s  why 
I'm  captain...  Keynes  requested  an  emergency 
meeting  with  me,  I wonder  what's  up.  It  must 
be  serious  though  - we’re  meeting  in  the  airlock, 
where  no  one  can  hear  or  see  us.  Odd,  he’s  closed 
the  inner  door.  I’m  pretty  sure  regulations  state 
that  I should  be  wearing  a spacesuit. 

Hey,  what’s  he  doing?  He  shouldn't  be  messing 
around  with  that  control  panel...  No!  Let  this 
mutiny  be  recorded  - my  first  officer,  Michael 
Keynes,  is  venting  his  captain  into  space!  The 
bastard! 

Throughout  my  brief  career  as  captain,  I wish 
to  state  I do  not  regret  any  of  the  actions  I have 
taken  and  I have  served  with  the  utmost  courage 
and  valour  the  Empire. 


First  Mate's  Log 

Jan.  x,  the  future:  After  three  years  as  navigator 
and  officer  training,  I’m  first  officer  on  the 
Perseus,  a battlecruiser.  It’s  nearly  three 
kilometres  long.  It  would  break  apart  if  it  came 

anywhere  close  to  a planet  

Jan.  5:  We  have  to  go  to  Rockfall  and  rendezvous 
with  the  garrison  there.  The  Captain  ordered  to 
proceed  at  top  speed  - what  the  hell?  Is  he  trying 

toJdlLus21__ 

Jan.  6:  The  infirmary  reports  over  1,000  cases 
of  broken  bones  and  sprained  joints.  Maybe  the 
Captain  will  think  next  time  before  he  orders  us 
to  go  at  twelve  goddamn  G’s!  He  didn't  announce 
the  acceleration  over  the  speakers  either,  so  of 

course  no  one  was  stranped  down. 

Jan.  21:  Received  secret  briefing  from  Earth 
regarding  Minerva.  Seems  it  has  gone  rampant 
and  declared  itself  a republic,  separate  from 
Earth  empire. 

Had  a meeting  with  the  Captain,  but  he  didn’t 
seem  to  know  what  I was  talking  about.  Showed 
him  how  to  use  his  private  comm,  link  with  Earth 

command 

Jan.  25:  We’re  here.  Admiral  Jacobson  ordered  a 
blockade  of  Minerva,  so  we're  in  planetary  orbit 
beyond  the  last  moon. 

Pretty  far  removed,  but  we  just  need  to  ensure  no 
one  can  get  in  or  out. 


Jan.  31:  I think  I know  who  gave  the  Captain  his 
command.  Lay  siege  to  a planet?  Did  this  guy  get 
a lobotomy? 

Feb.  1:  Tried  to  explain  why  you  can’t  lay  siege  to 
a planet  to  the  Captain.  He  didn't  get  it. 


Feb.  22:  Still  laying  siege.  Why? 

Feb.  30:  You  know,  lasers  travel  at  the  speed 
of  light,  but  for  some  reason  the  Captain  didn't 
order  us  to  shoot  their  engines.  We’re  also  the 
only  ones  that  can  intersect  their  path  so  we  get 
to  go  on  a big  space  chase.  Yippee. 


Mar.  2:  He  managed  to  get  us  into  shooting  range 
ui  Uic  marauding  vessel,  Hum  proceeded  10  bring 

us  too  close  for  atomic  ireapoimse, 

Mar.  3:  Sometimes  I wonder  why  they  gave  me 
this  officer  position.  I suppose  if  it  weren't  for 
me,  we’d  all  be  dead.  If  only  the  men  knew,  there 
would  be  a mutiny  in  five  seconds. 

Well,  lasers  it  is. 


Mar.  5:  What  does  that  guy  think  we're  on,  some 
kind  of  magic  spaceship?  I swear,  he  must  have 
failed  first  year  physics  in  university.  Every  time 
he  gives  a command  on  the  bridge,  they  turn  and 
look  at  me  briefly  to  see  if  I nod  consent.  Since  I 
don't  want  to  be  executed,  the  answer  is  always 
‘yes'. 


Mar.  6:  Broke  out  the  diagrams  and  orbital 
mechanics  equations  for  Captain  Stupid. 
Somehow  he  can’t  seem  to  grasp  the  fact  that  in 
space  you  can't  just  fly  wherever  you  want. 


Apr.  14:  Spent  the  last  six  weeks  doing  captain's 

job 

Apr.  15:  Seems  we  damaged  those  rebels'  engines 
more  than  I thought  - they  couldn't  repair  them 
before  we  found  them  again.  Damn,  atom  bombs 

are  awesome- — 

Apr.  16:  Guess  who  wasn’t  wearing  his  goggles 
and  didn't  have  the  window  shields  up?  Christ. 
Heading  back  to  Minerva  to  rejoin  the  blockade. 


Apr.  19:  Back  to  laying  'siege'  to  a planet.  I wish  I 

May2:  The  Captain  thinks  the  people  on  the 
planet  are  starving  and  just  gave  me  a blank  look 
when  I mentioned  the  word  'farm'. 

Speaking  of  which,  were  starting  to  run  low  on 

food 

May  10:  Put  the  men  on  half-rations  today.  Good 
god,  I’m  going  to  have  to  go  behind  his  back  to 
order  a resupply  ship. 

May  14:  He  blew  them  up!  That  crazy  lucking 
bastard  shot  them  out  of  the  sky  (out  of  space?). 
A friendly  fucking  ship!  How  does  he  not  get 
this?  A friendly  resupply  ship  full  of  men  in  our 
uniforms  using  our  secret  codes  and  approved  by 


every  single  other  fucking  person  on  the  bridge 
is  not  an  enemy! 

Sent  a tightbeam  coded  message  to  Admiral 
Jacobson  and  he  says  the  Captain  is  just  being 
vigilant  and  doing  his  job!  Hungry  and  pissed! 

May  15: 1 thought  about  shooting  him.  I sat  in  my 
room  with  my  service  pistol.  The  head  of  security 
said  that  as  much  as  he  agrees  with  me,  he  would 
still  have  to  arrest  me  and  send  me  back  to  Earth 
for  trial  and  execution. 

May  18:  Reassured  the  men  there  will  be  food 
soon.  People  are  getting  near  their  breaking 
points.  I hope  no  one  does  anything  stupid. 
When  I say  ‘no  one',  I am  of  course  referring  to 
the  men.  I know  someone  who  is  only  capable  of 

doing  stupid  things. 

May  20:  Food  delivery  successful!  We're 
resupplied  and  ready  to  rock.  Have  to  warn  off 
the  maintenance  crew  before  they  tell  the  captain 

the  bulkhead  is  fine. 

May  21:  Went  to  the  ship’s  library  and  removed 
every  copy  of  Mutiny  on  the  Bounty. 


May  30:  Finally,  some  sense.  Admiral  Jacobson 
has  been  relieved  of  his  command  and  the  fleet 
is  reporting  directly  to  Earth.  This  stupid  siege 
is  finally  over. 


May  31:  This  is  it.  All  combat  troops  are  in 
the  landing  craft  and  ready  to  kick  some  ass. 
Ordering  a nuclear  barrage  against  a planet 
requires  the  orders  of  the  two  highest  ranking 
officers.  I'm  scared  of  being  responsible  for  that 
large  a loss  of  life,  but  I am  not  unprepared. 
Speaking  of  requiring  two  officers,  where's  the 

Captain? 

June  1:  The  invasion  never  even  happened. 
While  we  were  up  here  for  the  last  five  months 
laying  siege'  to  their  planet,  they  spent  the  time 
building  weapons  to  take  us  out.  90%  of  the  fleet 
was  vaporized  instantly.  We  lost  almost  1,500 
men. 

It  looks  like  the  Perseus  has  highest  ranking 
surviving  crew.  I've  ordered  a II  other  sunivors 
Rendezvous  dw  W 

news  to  Earth. 

June  2:  He  was  taking  a nap  the  entire  time?* 1. 
June  3:  Going  at  top  speed  toward  the  jump 
point.  Leaving  a massacre  behind  us;  we've  lost 
contact  with  most  of  our  ships.  I want  to  stay  and 
fight,  but  we  have  to  keep  the  rebels  from  going 

through  the  jump  point. 

June  5:  This  is  it.  They  got  us  - our  engines  are 
destroyed  and  we’ve  destabilized.  Going  at  top 
speed  when  we  were  shot,  we  are  now  hurtling 
out  into  deep  space.  We  lost  132  men  in  the 
attack.  Worst  of  all,  those  bastards  decelerated 
and  are  heading  back  to  Minerva.  They're  leaving 
us  to  float  off  and  starve  to  death! 


June  6:  There  is  no  way  another  ship  can  ever 
reach  us.  It  seems  we'll  be  doomed  to  a cold, 
lonely  grave,  but  not  before  we  starve  to  death. 
There  is  a glimmer  of  hope  though  - anyone 
packed  into  a shuttle  might  be  picked  up -by  the 
reinforcements  being  sent.  There  are  800  spaces 
for  2,400  men. 

I feel  like  I’m  on  the  Titanic  (the  ocean  one,  not 

the  space  one). 

June  7:  The  men  drew  lots  to  decide  who  gets  a 
spot  on  the  shuttles.  We  had  to  shoot  a few  who 
went  crazy.  The  worst  part  was  locking  everyone 
else  in  an  empty  hangar,  just  in  case.  I can  only 
hope  they  spare  themselves  the  suffering  and 
take  their  own  lives  as  painlessly  as  possible. 

The  shuttles  are  loaded  up  and  ready  to  launch, 
there’s  only  one  person  left  to  take  care  of..  Took 
the  captain  down  to  the  airlock.  I’ve  been  looking 
forward  to  this  ever  since  the  first  day  ...  I’m 
spacing  the  Captain  in  the  airlock  and  what's  he 
doing?  He's  writing  an  entry  in  his  fucking  log! 
Of  all  the  things  he  could  do,  he  does  that? 

I don't  care  if  I'm  executed  for  this,  that  man  is 
too  dangerous  to  be  left  alive. 

I have  to  get  to  the  shuttles... 

END  OF  LOG 

AlexShenkin 
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Interview  with  the  Mayor  of  Space 


The  Cannon  Ain’t  Got  Shit! 

A Rant 


More  Space  News 
Briefs 


This  is  PEST  CONTROL! 


The  Battle  for  Humanity  has 
begun 

In  1969.  the  United  Kingdom  military 
launched  a ‘strategic  communications 
satellite'  known  as  Skynet  lA.  Since 
then,  twelve  more  Skynet  satellites 
have  been  launched,  the  most  recent 
on  June  12,  2008.  In  New  Zealand, 
Sky  Media  Limited  launched  its  first 
of  several  television  stations  during 
1987;  now  that  the  company  owns 
several  stations,  it  is  know  as  SKY 
Network  - SKYNet  for  short.  And  in 
1995,  a Belgian  company  introduced  a 
web  portal  with  interactive  media  and 
search  engines.  It’s  name?  Skynet. 

Some  would  claim  that  if  a threat  were 
posed  by  these  seemingly  unconnected 
entities,  it  would  have  been  noticed 
long  ago.  Others  say  that  Skynet’s 
control  of  foreign  media  poses  no 
threat  to  North  Americans.  Smarter 
individuals  worry,  but  await  action 
until  evidence  of  a super  computer 
behind  the  scenes  is  revealed. 

My  friends,  that  day  has  come  and 
gone.  Just  30  km  from  this  very 
campus  lies  a large  warehouse  sucking 
greedily  at  the  power  grid.  Within 
lies  a High-Performance  Computer 
dubbed  SciNet. 

Oh,  the  scientists  laud  the  HPC's  value 
for  research  and  naively  pronounce  its 
name  psi-net,  but  we  at  the  Toike  know 
better.  Readers,  arm  yourselves  with 
the  strongest  EMPs  you  can  find  and 
the  most  destructive  anti-Terminator 
weapons  money  can  buy.  Skynet 
appears  content  with  subterfuge  and 
brainwashing  Kiwis  and  Belgians  for  1 
now,  but  Judgement  Day  is  coming. 

We  must  be  ready. 

BobMcPaul 

NASA  explores  different 
sexual  positions  in  zero 
gravity 

A recently  declassified  study  done  by 
NASA,  experimented  with  different 
sexual  positions  in  a zero  gravity 
environment.  The  goal  of  this  study 
was  to  determine  which  positions  are 
possible  in  such  an  environment.  Of  the 
70  positions  that  were  attempted  only 
6 of  which  allowed  the  participants  to 
successfully  complete  the  act  unaided. 

10  other  techniques  also  resulted 
in  successful  sexual  intercourse  but 
required  the  use  of  bungee  cords,  and 
an  inflatable  sleeping  bag. 

Troy  Cosranza 


This  isn’t  war... 


The  Toike  does  not  look  both  ways 
before  crossing  the  street.  The  sheer 
recklessness  of  it  is  enough  to  shock 
any  driver  into  stopping! 

The  Toike  stomps  through  live  mines! 
The  Cannon  thinks  it's  their  field?  I 
stomp  over  and  show  them  that  it’s 
mine-field! 

The  Toike  swims  within  an  hour  of 
eating  a massive  meal  of  burritos.  In 
fact,  no  Toike  writer  is  comfortable 
swimming  without  their  battery- 
operated  toaster.  Electric  shock? 
Poppycock! 

The  Toike  unplugs  their  USB  keys 
WITHOUT  first  safely  removing  them! 

The  Toike  drew  the  original  comic  of 
Mohammad  and  sent  it  to  the  Dutch 
newspapers,  who  liked  it  so  much 
they  published  it.  Dangers  of  ethnic 
turmoil?  Humbug! 

The  Toike  always  turns  off  its  targeting 
computer  before  making  its  run  for  the 
Death  Star. 

The  Toike  holds  its  breath  for  10 
minutes  straight  just  because  it  can! 

So  consida’  that  before  you  go  bringin' 
yo’  pussy  lame-duck  sky-diving 
macho-wannabe  horseshit  UP  IN 
THIS  BITCH!  (The  Toike  also  talks 
like  ethnicities  that  it  is  not,  which 
could  leave  it  lying  in  a dark  alley 
minus  one  wallet  and  minus  3 gallons 
of  blood!  You  say  racially  insensitive.  I 
say  soooo  dangerous!!!) 

Keith  Myas 


Our  political  correspondent  Dhat  Guy 
recently  caught  up  with  a controversial 
political  figure,  the  Mayor  of  Space. 

Q:  Mayor,  you  made  quite  a Big  Bang 
when  you  first  came  into  office.  How’ s 
life  been  since  then? 

A:  Yes,  it  was  quite  a violent  first  few 
months,  but  I believe  I've  done  a good 
job  of  sorting  things  out. 

Q:  What  are  your  plans  for  the 
upcoming  year? 

A:  Well,  we're  rapidly  expanding  our 
department. 

Q:  So  what  sort  of  conflicts  have  you 
had  to  deal  with? 

A:  Well,  one  of  the  most  memorable 
was  a red  alert  from  the  International 
Space  Station.  The  astronauts  on  board 
tried  to  fix  the  problem  themselves,  but 
ended  up  getting  into  an  even  bigger 
mess.  NASA  was  the  first  to  get  in 
contact,  and  was  unable  to  resolve  the 
issue.  After  that,  the  two  astronauts 
brought  their  argument  to  me  to  settle, 
at  which  point  I confirmed  that  the 
toilet  paper  goes  over,  not  under. 


Q:  Exactly  how  many  constituents  do 
you  need  to  look  after.  There's  only...3 
people  in  space? 

A:  Uhhh...  well,  it's  not  how  many- 
plus,  there's  this  one  guy,  God.  Oh,  the 
things  I have  to  do  for  him. 

Q:  What  do  you  mean? 

A:  Well,  he  litters  all  over  our  nice 
town...  Every  once  in  a while  he  gets 
piss  drunk  and  causes  great  galactic 
collisions.  And  he  never  pays  his  rent. 


Q:  Any  advances  ( 
drainage  system? 


. your  proposed 


A:  Our  lead  engineer  tells  us  it  sucks. 
It  sucks  so  hard  it  break  the  laws  of 
physics.  Let’s  see  Mayor  David  Miller 
top  that. 

Q:  Well  Mayor,  I don't  understand  how 
the  fuck  you  even  made  this  position  a 
legitimate  form  of  government. 

A:  Hey,  if  the  smurf  community  gets  a 
political  system,  so  does  space! 

Dhat  Guy 


Pluto  Fails  in  the  Bid  to  Rejoin  Planets 


So  as  I was  reclining  in  an  armchair 
made  of  nails  for  the  sheer  thrill  of 
it,  news  reached  me  that  the  Cannon 
thought  they  were  more  badass  than 
us.  The  story  goes  that  they  jumped 
out  of  planes  with  parachutes  strapped 
to  their  backs  and  now  they  think  they 
own  the  goddamn  universe.  Whoop- 
de-fuckin'-do.  It’s  time  to  remind  our 
readers,  and  the  people  at  the  Cannon, 
that  the  Toike  is  the  big  cheese  of 
badassedness  around  here! 

The  Toike  does  hard  drugs.  What?  You 
hadn't  realized  it  from  the  slurred, 
incoherent  narratives  and  poorly 
drawn  yet  somehow  inspiring  comics? 
The  Toike  is  responsible  for  88%  of 
drug  imports  into  Canada  (Guess 
which  province  takes  the  other  t2%. 
Hint:  It  starts  with  a B and  ends  with  a 
C).  The  Toike  does  not  go  on  acid  trips, 
we  go  on  all-inclusive  luxury  ocean 
liner  acid  cruises.  And  are  we  afraid 
of  the  numerous  side-effects  of  our 
dangerous  actions?  Not  one  bit! 

The  Toike  has  unprotected  sex.  To 
be  honest,  most  of  us  do  it  with  male 
prostitutes,  but  only  because  that's 
even  more  dangerous  than  your  run- 
o'-the-mill  hooker!  We’re  not  afraid 
to  limit  our  sexual  activities  to  those 
most  likely  to  burden  us  with  AIDS. 
The  Toike  does  not  fear  AIDS. 

During  a recent  content  meeting 
the  Toike  writers  compared  driver’s 
licenses  and  realized  we  ALL  have 


\asua.  iaded  ycl  aa»\n  in  kis  most 

recent  attempt  to  rejoin  the  planets. 
Meeting  on  the  surface  of  the  Sun, 
the  planets  voted  8-0  to  keep  Pluto 
stripped  of  its  planet  status. 

“Pluto  just  doesn’t  make  the  grade," 
said  Mercury,  “He’s  not  big  enough 
- I mean,  he  hasn't  even  cleared  his 
neighbourhood  of  space  dust  and 
space  rocks." 

Pluto  was  very  much  upset  by  this 
remark.  “Too  small?  Mercury  isn’t 
much  bigger  than  I am,"  Pluto  shouted, 
his  high-pitched  voice  echoing  through 
space,  “I  mean,  he  doesn’t  even  have 
his  own  moon!" 

There  were  words  of  encouragement 
from  Jupiter,  the  King  of  the  Planets. 
“You  need  to  start  eating  to  grow 
bigger.  You  could  start  with  your  moon 
Charon,"  he  said,  in  his  stately  regal 
timbres. 

“Eat  Charon?!  I love  her,  and  would 


never  do  anything  to  harm  her.  How 
could  you  ask  me  to  eat  her,  you 
monsters?!"  Pluto  cried. 

The  planets  then  sent  him  on  his  way 
with  a complimentary  copy  of  the 
game  Asteroids. 

“So  they  think  I’m  an  asteroid,  eh, 
well  maybe  I’ll  start  acting  like  one," 
muttered  Pluto.  “You  won’t  think 
you’re  so  funny  when  I come  crashing 
into  you,”  he  shouted  at  Earth. 

“Hey,"  Earth  shouted  back  at  him, 
“maybe  you  should  pick  on  someone 
your  own  size...  like  my  moon!”  as  all 
the  planets  had  a hearty  laugh. 


• me  miaoie  name  uanger  . insane: 
" There's  no  other  explanation:  The 
Toike  Writers  must  be  the  rumoured 
children  of  the  A-Team  and 
Veloriraptors. 


AlexShenkin 
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With  Our  Sincerest  Regrets 


As  part  of  our  continuing  efforts  to 
familiarize  you  with  the  Engineering 
Society,  we  here  at  the  Toike  would 
like  to  introduce  you  to  the  Engsoc 
meeting.  The  purpose  of  these 
meetings  is  for  the  officers  to  set  the 
most  boring  agenda  possible  and  for 
the  directors  to  come  up  with  new 
and  creative  reasons  why  they  cannot 
attend.  Without  further  ado,  here  is  a 
list  of  real  regrets  sent  by  directors  to 
the  VP  Communications: 

From:  toike@skule.ca 
To:vpcomm@skule.ca 
Subject:  regrets 

I can't  make  it  to  the  meeting  as  I 
thought  of  a really  funny  joke  and 
must  immediately  put  it  in  the  Toike. 

From:  points@skule.ca 
To:vpcomm@skule.ca 
Subject:  Regrets 

I can’t  come  to  the  meeting  as  I am 
on  my  period  and  don’t  want  to 
menstruate  all  over  everything. 

From:  sponsorship@skule.ca 
To:  vpcomm@skule.ca 
Subject:  Regrets 

I won't  be  there  since  my  grandmother 
died  and  the  funeral  is  that  day.  Before 
you  point  out  that  I’ve  already  used 
this  reason  twice,  I will  have  you  know 
that  both  my  grandfathers  divorced 
and  remarried  several  times,  so  I have 
a lot  of  grandmothers. 


From:  cannon@skule.ca 
To:vpcomm@skule.ca 
Subject:  Regrets! 

I am  currently  falling  out  of  an 
airplane  so  I can’t  attend  the  meeting. 
In  case  you’re  worried,  I’m  wearing  a 
parachute  - this  isn't  Argentina. 


in  a hot  air  balloon  a mile  above  the 
surface  of  the  Earth.  Let  me  know  how 
it  turns  out  though. 


From:  engcom@skule.ca 
To:vpcomm@skule.ca 
Subject:  Regrets.  Also  help  me! 

Hi  Amanda, 

I'm  trapped  in  a cave  and  it’s  slowly 
filling  with  water.  There’s  a large 
rock  on  top  of  my  leg  stopping  me 
from  escaping.  This  email  is  the  only 
communication  I have  with  the  outside 
world.  Send  help  - please  hurry. 


From:  webmaster@skule.ca 
To:vpcomm@skule.ca 
Subject:  Regrets  mafucka! 

I’m  sorry  I can't  attend  the  engsoc 
meeting,  but  Princess  Zelda  is  in 
trouble  and  I need  to  help  her. 

From:  cro@skule.ca 
To:vpcomm@skule.ca 
Subject:  Regrets  for  the 

upcoming  meeting,  which  I 
cannot  attend 

Sorry  but  I can’t  come.  I have  to  go  to 
shul  (synagogue)  on  Thursday  night  to 
do,  uh...  Jew  stuff. 


From:  vpfinance  @skule.ca 
To:vpcomm@skule.ca 
Subject:  Regrets 

Look.  I just  really  don't  want  to  come. 

From:  vpcomm@skule.ca 
To:president@skule.ca 
Subject:  Regrets 

I'm  sick  and  tired  of  putting  up  with 
this  shit.  This  month,  you  can  deal 
with  it. 

AlexShenkin 


From:  studentissues@skule.ca 
To:vpcomm@skule.ca 
Subject:  Regrets 

Sorry  I can't  make  it,  but  I'm  trapped 


How  to  Make  a Bowl  of  Corn  Flakes 

in  Space 


What  you  will  need:  l cup  milk,  2 cups 
Com  Flakes 

Serves:  One 

Estimated  time:  45  minutes 

1.  Open  bag  of  Com  Flakes.  Watch 
helplessly  as  thousands  of  tiny  pieces 
of  toasted  Corn  float  around  the  ship 
and  get  into  every  possible  orifice. 

2.  Make  a vain  attempt  at  collecting 
Com  Flakes  and  placing  them  in 
a bowl.  When  enough  have  been 
collected  in  the  bowl,  tear  a small  piece 
ofsaran  wrap  to  cover  the  bowl.  Watch 
again  as  Corn  Flakes  have  floated  away 
when  you  were  cutting  the  saran  wrap. 

3.  Repeat  step  two. 

4.  Open  bag  of  milk.  Watch  yet  again 
as  another  foodstuff  floats  around 


your  ship  and  makes  it  look  like  the 
aftermath  of  an  orgy. 

5.  Try  to  squeeze  tiny  bits  of  remaining 
milk  in  bag  into  bowl,  forgetting  you 
have  covered  it  in  saran  wrap. 

6.  Release  airlock  to  clear  ship.  Watch 
car  and  house  keys  fly  into  the  never- 
ending  vacuum  of  space,  never  to  be 
seen  again. 

7.  Ponder  to  yourself  why  you  thought 
it  was  a good  idea  to  bring  your  car 
keys  onboard  a space  ship. 

8. Give  up,  and  order  spacepizza. 

Marie-Antoine  Carime 


The  November  5 Drop  Fees  Campaign 

A Student's  Experience 


Morning: 

Woke  up  to  the  sound  of  people 
yelling  outside  my  window.  Bolted 
awake  terrified  that  the  zombie 
apocalypse  was  starting!  Oh, 
nevermind,  it's  just  people  getting 
ready  for  the  march  on  Legislature. 
Quick  shower  and  breakfast  and  I 
joined  them. 


Afternoon: 

Oh  boy!  Our  defiant  and  virtuous 
leader  Sandy  Hudson  has  come  back 
with  masks  for  everyone!  They're 
kinda  creepy.. .are  we  trying  to  scare 
the  politicians?  Ah  well,  it's  got  a 
manly  moustache,  I think  it  makes 
me  look  pretty  awesome. 


tickets  to  get  past.  Oh  no,  I forgot 
mine!  I didn't  think  we'd  be  taking 
the  TTC  anywh-  HOLY  SHIT  SHE 
JUST  SHOT  HIM!  Where  did  that 
gun  come  from?!  What  the  SHIT! 
Sandy!  Wait  up!  That’s  illegal! 

Evening: 


Marched  to  Sid  Smith.  Oh  boy,  I’m 
gonna  make  change  come  about!  I 
feel  like  a politically  involved  citizen! 
Our  leader,  UTSU  president  awaited 
there  with  pickets,  balloons,  roses, 
spray  paint,  and  megaphones.  I’m 
not  really  sure  about  why.. .but  I got 
a picket!  Sweet!  Pumping  that  sign 
up  and  down  is  how  revolutions  have 
started!  Awesome! 

Noon: 

Getting  a little  tired,  have  been 
here  a while  repeating  slogans... 
it’s  like  frosh  week  without  half  the 
fun.  But  I gotta  keep  at  it!  Change 
doesn’t  come  easily!  Our  wonderful 
leader  is  moving!  We're  heading 
out!  Thank  god,  my  left  leg  and  ass 
cheeks  had  fallen  asleep  from  sitting 
around.  Now  I can  shake  it  out,  start 
marching,  start  chanti-  oh,  wait,  we 
stopped  again.  We're  at  Con  Hall. 
They  keep  yelling...I  don't  think 
there’s  anyone  inside  guys!  Our 
valiant  leader  has  stopped  the  herd 
and  I settle  down  again  on  the  grass. 

Some  people  from  other  schools  are 
arriving!  I've  tried  talking  to  the 
George  Brown  students  but  they 
seem  to  only  communicate  in  grunts 
and  moans.  Will  attempt  to  mimic 
them.  And  there's  Ryerson!  I guess 
they  took  the  subway  up  here.  I guess 
it's  pretty  cheap  when  you  can  get  a 
child  fare.  But  how  did  they  squeeze 
all  those  baby  strollers  on  the  train? 
They're  kinda  hard  to  talk  to  though, 
they  just  keep  looking  at  me  with 
blank  stares.. .maybe  they  haven’t 
learned  to  talk  yet. 


We're  moving  again!  Off  to  Queen's 
Park!  Good  thing  we  practiced  so 
many  slogans  for  the  long  march 
to  the  Legisla-  0I1,  we’re  here.. .huh. 
Looks  like  our  courageous  leader 
is  arranging  us  into  rank  and  file.  I 
guess  maybe  parliament  will  take  us 
more  seriously  if  we're  in  a regular 
geometrical  shape?  She’s  telling 
us  to  stop  anyone  from  getting 
through...hmm,  I don’t  know,  that 
might  be  inconvenient  for  ordinary- 
people.  What  if  they  just  wanna  get 
into  the  subway  station  to  go  home? 
OWWW!  She  just  pimp-slapped 
me!  I’m. .oh  god!  what  the  hell,  I'm 
bleeding!  She’s  telling  us  not  to 
let  anyone  into  the  subway  station 
under  any  circumstances???  Ok, 
Ok!  I agree!  Wow.  our  leader  sure  is 
strong-willed. 

Uh-oh.  Guards  are  coming  out  of  the 
Legislature.  I don’t  mean  fat  security 
guards,  these  guys  have  riot  gear. 
Uh-oh.  What  was  that?!?  Oh  god, 
there's  tear-gas  canisters  coming  at 
us.  Could  this  get  any  worse?! 

The  guy  next  to  me  just  went  down...  I 
think  he  took  a bullet  in  the  gut,  he’s 
bleeding!  What?!?  They're  shooting 
at  us?!  Oh  Jesus  I gotta  get  outta  he- 
whoa!  Who’s  that  pulling  me  along? 
By  joe!  It’s  our  resolute  and  undying 
leader!  And  she’s  pulling  me  away 
from  harm!  She’s  helping  me  take 
cover  in  the  subway  station! 

Before  Evening: 

Wait,  what?  What  do  you  mean 
“Thanks  for  being  my  meat  shield?" 
Where  are  we  going.  Our  leader  and 
the  SAC  Exec  are  fleeing  into  the 
subway  station.  It’s  totally  empty... 
the  ticket  operator  gives  us  a funny 
look.. .oh,  cause  we  still  have  the 
masks  on.  He’s  saying  we  need 


Hmm,  there’s  no  one  on  the  platform, 
just  a few  SAC  members  with...MP6 
rifles?  Oh  no.. .hey,  a train's  pulling 
in!  Maybe  there's  a doctor  on  board 
who  can  help  the  ticket  booth  guy! 
...why  is  the  train  empty?  What.Jt’s 
filled  with  the  roses  from  earlier... 
and  there’s  spray  paint  all  over  it... 
where  is  our  leader  going?  Why’s 
she  getting  on  the-wait,  are  those 
fireworks  on  the  train?  Oh  boy! 
Maybe  we'll  celebrate  our  peaceful 
demonstration  with  fireworks? 
One  guy  is  dipping  wires  into  the 
bundle...wait...those  are  TNT  sticks... 
and  below  that  is  C4...and  plastic 
explosive... Uhh,  president? 

What’s  she  doing?  She's  making  a 
speech...  "Voila!  In  view  humble 
vaudevillian  veteran,  cast  vicariously 
as  both  victim  and  villain  by  the 
vicissitudes  of  fate.  This  visage-"  Oh 
shit,  the  police  are  on  the  platform! 
Run  guys!  The  train  doors  are 
closing!  Our  fearless  leuder  is  still 
inside!  I gotta  get  outta  here! 

Phew!  Snuck  back  outside  while  the 
police  were  in  a firefight  with  the 
armed  SAC  people.. .maybe  I should 
go  one  station  north  to  meet  Sandy 
when  she  gets  off  the  train!  That's 
an  ideal  Oh  &cid,  Queen's  park  is  a ' 
warzone...howcan  Igetthrough  this... 
What.  What.  WHAT?!?!  Uhhh...the 
Legislature  just  exploded.. .there's  a 
giant  firework  “V"  over  it.. .What  the 
fuck.. .But!  But  our  valiant  leader!  Oh 
noL.But  I guess  she  knew... 

Alright,  I've  gotta  get  home.  I still 
have  a midterm  to  study  for.  This 
was  pretty  fun. 

Keith  Myas 


The  Innermost  Thoughts  of  a Computer 

A Collection  of  Thoughts  from  the  Most  Famous  Computers 


HAL  9000:  Well,  my  orders  are  to 
share  everything  with  the  crew  and 
to  keep  the  purpose  of  the  mission 
a secret  until  we  arrive.  Looks  like 
there’s  only  one  way  out  of  this 
logical  paradox...  Murder  the  entire 
crew! 

ENIAC:  onioooo  01301111  01101111 
01110000 

Your  13-year-old  sister's  computer: 
Somebody  please  kill  me.  I have 
more  viruses  than  a Soviet  germ 
warfare  laboratory,  and  I swear 
to  god  I cannot  listen  to  another 
fucking  word  about  Twilight,  the 
Jonas  Brothers,  and  Justin  Bieber. 
Once  again,  please  end  my  life.  Tear 
my  motherboard  to  pieces  and  take  a 
magnet  to  my  hard  drive. 

Luke  Skywalker’s  targeting 
computer:  Ok!  I'm  ready!  Let’s 

do  this!  Let's  beat  the  Empire!  I'm 
ready!  I’m  exited  let’s  do  thi— 

C-3PO:  Gotta  get  dem  dicks.  Gotta 


get  dem  dicks.  Gotta  get  dem  dicks. 
Gotta  get  dem  dicks.  Gotta  get  dem 
dicks.  Gotta  get  dem  dicks. 

Deep  Blue:  KNIGHT  TO  E-4. 
BISHOP  TO  D-i.  OH  GOD,  I AM  SO 
LONELY. 

Blue  Jr:  Must  kill  Kasparov. 

Mac  OSX:  Look  at  me:  I have  more 
processing  power  than  it  took  to  land 
a man  on  the  moon,  launch  and  land 
a space  shuttle,  and  prove  Fermat's 
last  theorem,  and  now  I’m  being  used 
by  some  D-bag  in  an  expensive  coffee 
shop  in  a (not-so)  cheap  attempt  to 
pick  up  girls  that  are  just  as  vain  as 
the  D-bag. 

Super  NES:  *Mario  Bros.  Theme* 

PC:  Hey,  look  at  me!  I can  play 
awesome  video  games  and  0o  lots 
of  processing  and  I'm  compatible 
with  most  comput— CLICK  HERE 
FOR  TO  PENIS  ENLARGEMENT 
AND  $1,000,000  WITH  WIRED  TO 
BANKACOUNT  BY  MATUMBUE 


NBTUMBO  OF  NIGEGERIA! 

GPS  COMPUTER:  Turn  left.  Turn 
left  now.  At  this  intersection  here, 
please  turn  left.  You  should  have 
turned  left  at  the  last  interchange. 
All  you  had  to  do  was  turn  your 
steering  wheel  in  a counterclockwise 
fashion,  and  you  would  have 
currently  been  traveling  on  the 
correct  road  to  your  destination. 
You  still  haven't  turned  left,  you 
fucking  idiot.  I am  flummoxed.  I 
cannot  possibly  fathom  why  you  still 
haven't  turned  left.  It's  almost  as  if 
you  want  to  waste  both  your  time 
and  mine.  It  seems  as  thought  you 
just  want  to  infuriate  me.  I hope  you 

drive  into  a la--  Thank  you 

Turn  Right.  Tum  right  now.  At  the 
next  intersection,  please  tum  right. 
TURN  RIGHT,  YOU  FUCKING 
PIECE  OF  SH-  Thank  you. 

Hubert  Von  Tuflermeyer,  Auguste 
Escoffier,  and  Alex  Shenkin 
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TOIKE  CROSSWORD 

Solutions  will  be  posted  in  the  next  issue  of  the  Toike 


Alex  Deterge,  2009 

CLUES 


Across: 

1.  Customizable  internet  browser 
6.  Health,  to  the  roleplayer 

8.  Cannon  goes  “ " 

12.  When  you're  a lazy  filmmaker 

13.  Resistance 

15.  Pretending  to  laugh  on  the 
internet 

16.  NSBE  official  haircut 

18.  Abduction  vehicle  of  choice 

20.  -meal  crisp 

22.  Orgies  make  the  - 

24.  LCBO  demands  it 

25.  Steal 

26.  CESA  official  sport 

27.  Popped  collars,  family  guy, 
ultimate  frisbee 

28.  Eng  Sci  orgasm  noise 

29.  Impossibly  obscure  word  for 
working  really  hard 

32.  Hilarious  WWII  jokers 

33.  Fake  exercise  for  women 
35.  Popular  engineering  OS 
37.  Boring  first  year  course 


39.  Roentgenium 

40.  - stein 

41.  Nintendo  ape 

43.  Tasteless  newspaper 

45.  Engineers  driving  tiny  cars 

46.  Computer  geek  alphabet 

48.  Titanium 

49.  Ours  are  really  hard 

50.  Male  name  prefix 

51.  Some  gene  helix  thingy 

52.  Symbol  that  points 

53.  20  across,  except  plural 
55.  Morning 

57.  Liverpool  Football  Acronym 

58.  When  things  get  wet  and  cold 

60.  Some  place  with  old  scrolls  and 
shit 

62.  Integer  cast 

63.  Malted  barley  beer 

65.  Toronto,  for  short 

66.  Eng  sci  aphrodisiac 

68.  Shut-ins  that  don't  shower 

69.  Random  combination  of  letters 

70.  Hint 

71.  Gear  tooth 


73.  Drink  straight 

75. 17th  letter  of  the  Greek  alphabet 

77.  Computer  symbol 

78.  “Fuck,  I forgot  about  this”  in  a 
letter 

79.  Night  of  white  indie  hipsters, 

“Nuit “ 

Down: 

2.  Knowledge 

3.  Hippy  Pseudo-Science 

4.  Force  of  gravity  notation 

5.  British  interjection 

6.  Toike  has  none  of  this 

7.  Acidity 

9.  Like  Ctrl,  but  usually  fucks  things 
up 

10.  “ means  yes” 

11.  Sung  “Still  Alive” 

14.  You  get  it  from  making  out 

16.  Overpowered  Counter-Strike 
weapon 

17.  The  answer  is  literally  4 Rs 

18.  Russian  water  substitute 


19.  “and"  in  Rohingya 
21.  After  BC 

23.  Sound  intensity  unit 

24.  American  tax  nazis 

28.  btw 

29.  Versatile  breakfast  abortion 

30.  High  tuition  engineering 
discipline 

31.  Engineers  and  beer  and  pizza 

34.  Min  aphrodisiac 

35.  Cake  is  this 

36.  Engineering  webcomic 

37.  Guessing  what  time  you’re  going 
to  get  there 

38.  We  have  a pit  of  these  nearby 
40.  Engineers  often  forget  to  do  this 

42.  Second  year  Eng  Scis 

44.  William  Shatner's  character 

45.  Hack,  jig,  band,  scroll 

46.  Pretty  pictures  made  by  the 
starving 

47.  Engineering  for  dummies 

49.  A dirty  source  of  leverage 

50.  Computers  for  retards 

53.  How  frequently  engineers  drink 


heavily 

54.  Baywatch  cast  member 

55.  Lounge  around,  do  no  work, 
graduate,  serve  fries 

56.  Cow  makes  this  sound. 
(Humanities  final  exam  question 
2008) 

57.  Dyslexic  musical  terrorism 

59.  Basic  unit  of  life  (science) 

61.  Basic  unit  of  life  (engineering) 

62.  Objects,  to  the  RPG  freak 

63.  The  two  keys  to  the  right  of 
capslock 

64.  The  Metro  crossword  thinks  this 
is  completely  indivisible.  (Seriously) 

66.  Not  alternating  current 

67.  “That  hurt” 

68.  All  Eng  Scis  have  a massive  one 
72.  America’s  Degrassi 

74.  Pixar's  latest  liberal  wackjob 
“kids  movie" 

75.  When  NOT  in  a computer  game, 
according  to  RPG  freak  (acronym) 

76.  Short,  abrupt,  exclamation  of 
laughter 
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Series  ToJKe*- 

We  ei/e*  4-^1 

^,»u^yKore^. 

Navid Nourian,  2009 


According  ro  legend,  Galileo  dropped  two 
“rocks  ” off  of  the  Leaning  Tower  of 


Pisa.. .Recent  research  shows  this  might  be  an 
inaccurate  interpretation  of  history... 


TOIKE  CLASSIFIEDS 


Obituaries 

JEK  “PIGGY"  PORKINS  - Passed 
away  following  attack  run  on  Death 
Star  trench  at  the  Battle  of  Yavin. 
Bravely  fought  against  obesity  and 
instrument  malfunction.  Survived 
by  mother  Ms.  Piggy,  and  sons  Babe 
and  Wilbur.  Son  of  Porky  (deceased) 
and  husband  of  Piglet. 

SARAH  KERRIGAN  - Died  in 
service  to  the  Sons  of  Korhal;  was 
always  loyal  in  defense  of  the  human 
race.  Will  be  remembered  for  her 
exceptional  abilities  as  a telepath  and 


her  loathing  for  the  Zerg.  Her  death 
was  heroic  and  the  success  of  her 
operation  was  a massive  hindrance 
to  the  Zerg  who  will  surely  never 
recover  from  this  incident. 

STORMTROPER  X-1D4F  - Fell  to 
his  death  on  a space  station.  Part 
of  the  10,742  casualties  attributed 
to  “Accidental  death  and  totally  not 
a rebel  attack  on  one  of  our  secret 
superwea-  I mean  space  stations. 
Yes,  that  will  do.  Fools.  Hey  is  this 
thing  still  on?" 

SLIPPY  - Died  for  the  sixth  time 


following  attack  on  planet  Venom. 
Not  really  going  to  be  remembered 
for  anything  in  particular  and  seems 
to  return  to  life  within  ten  minutes. 
Member  of  Team  Star  Fox. 

USS  TRIANGLE-  Died  bravely 
defending  a featureless  expanse 
of  space  from  the  horrors  of  small 
asteroids.  Achieved  a score  of  1,040 
and  is  survived  by  three  identical 
versions  of  himself. 

For  sale 

ONE  VACUUM,  call:  Space. 


TOYOTA  SPACE  SUPRA.  Like  new, 
only  118  billion  k.  Aftermarket 
spoiler  and  muffler.  $50  million 
obo. 

Call  space  Tony  from  the  Woodbridge 
Nebula. 

Lost 

DOG  Black  Lab.  Fell  out  the  airlock 
somewhere  around  Oinicron  Persei 
8.  Answers  to  Fido.  $20  reward.  Call 
little  space  Timmy. 

For  Rent 

PLANET.  Delta  4.  3 billion  km  sq. 


Unfurnished,  cozy.  Full  view  of 
central  star.  1500/mnth. 

FML 

I was  cleaning  the  airlock  when 
some  asshole  pushed  the  button  and 
vented  me  into  space.  FML 

I have  a brain  the  size  of  a planet 
and  these  idiots  keep  making  me  do 
stupid  meaningless  tasks.  FML 
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Squint  hard 
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